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Lois McWilliams Gully and her family request your presence 
at a Memorial Day-Heritage Sewn at the Little Church, Sunday, 
May 26. This sounds formal, ere it isn't, We've never observed 
a memorial day 8 our family. So what we want to do is remember 
those who are not with us and enjoy those who are, particularly 

honoring Esther who welcomes us with open arms when we come back, 
‘I've always said that mama and vava did it right. They gave us 
both roots and wings. We alwavs come back to our roots with love 
and gratitude. | | 

On May 26, I can hear Dana say with delight, “Thev 've come 
home, Yamie." He. protected his home. and his family with love and 
dignity. our schedules were verv set, be home. Time bassed fast 
and the clock on the mantel struck everv muarter hour. 

eae Only verson who will not be somewhere On the walk is 
James. He lived and is buried in Indianola, Knowing that bov, 
however, I figure he'll find Lyle somewhere and catch-un with 
Tuffy and Eugene. 

When I stand by James' grave, mv heart remembers a little 
Bay who mulled un to a hot stove before he could walk, burned 
ne henGerasd did not whihiber, I remember a growing bov who drove 
Pa Car Herons he could see over the wheel. He looked through the 
spokes, 

Together with his Phdeoenaases and unselfishness in not 
wanting to bother anybody, he was intelligent, witty, kind, verv 
genceaus and loyal. Of all the veovle who will be at the reunion 


none will be more loval to a family than he was. Often through 
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the years I saw some older members of the familv who would Sav 
almost reverantly, "James came to see me." 

He loved and was loved by his family. Remembering, <I am glad 
that Lucille made ee home for her men. James laughed Like 
a boy with the boys. The laugh was quiet. He was a quiet man with 
so much charm. If you don't know already, I loved that Bee 

Death came without a whimver. He told me sometime 
before that he hoved there would be a flat-yazoo creek in heaven. 
He was a man who loved the good earth, no streets of gold for him. 
‘He left some footnrints in the area where we will go for the 
reunion. I know where they Re. 

AS we come together on Memorial Dav we want to remember the 
entire family because:we are all very close. Those who have gone 
before will always be with us. If this sounds corny so be it. 
ee has made me a better verson. I love to remember mama's 
hands that never had a store-bought manicure, but hands that nraved 
and served and eer and nicked flowers. 

Who would forget vapa's snow white hair, dark skin, and hblue- 
gray eyes that could make you blink, esveciallv if he looked Over 
his glasses. One day he told me to do something and I asked him, 
| “Why?" He did not confuse me a bit when he said "Because T eee SO.” 

Grace was a McWilliams in appearance. beautiful little aa 
hands and feet, open gray eves, netite. She was. a good nerson and 
very obedient. Her interest lay in home, family, communityv, let 
the rest of the worktd=takeczeare of itself. | 

It seemed that she was born with the ability to sew, cook, 
clean, grow flowers. Riways there were rows of the most 
beautiful gladiolas one could imagine.. Besides all this she was 
very thrifty. She could buy half the store with twentv dollars. 


-?- 


Grace and I went through school together. Since our ages were 


close, Grace was held back and I was let go. I loved the ere book 
we had. We finished the primer and first grade in a vear. The dog 
was Rover, not Spot. -I now read so much about why Johnny can't 
-read. That vuzzles me. 
My first suggestion would be to open the book. That's what 
we did. Then learn to recognize the words. That' what ue dad< 

In our senior year Grace and I lived in the Sosnivere at 
Scooba. The Home Ec. teacher wanted us to make our white dresses 
2 the graduation service at eeu o'clock Friday - 1924. To save 
my life I couldn't get that dress together, so the teacher in 
desperation let us take it out. While Grace made mv dress, I read 
and reported on her book. As it sometimes hapnens:' she made more on 
her report that: I did on mine. 

Right out of high school aha married Lake Nicholson and in 
time had care children. We got a call mid-afternoon Tune 6, 1949, 
that she had died suddenly and unexvectedlv, nrobablv froma . 
diabetic condition. | | 

The familv was heart-broken. : staved a week and came back 
to Grenada on the bus by way of Jackson. As I was leavina, lt 
oicked an armful of Grace's most beautiful glads and broudht them 
back to Grenada. I cried off and on all the way home. Passengers 
looked at me and my flowers with faces that, £ shall alwavs remember. 
You can share sorrow with somebody vou don't even know. 

On the Sunday following, our choir sang "Were You There?" 
Then "Were You There When They crucified My Lord?" My heart 


answered, "Yes, Lord, we were there" and the song went on. She'll 


gf be on the trail, 


Ho he oeh 
we 


I could write on and on but my purpose in scribbling this 


down-is to give you a glimpse and a feeling for what went before. 


Have you ever looked down at a track and wondered who or what Made it? 


Footprints in the sands of time Baee ‘down and Make a firm foundation, 


That's what our ancestors have done for us. 

I just recently read that over 79% of what a verson is has 
been inherited, even the drive to succeéd, To you younger ones out 
there humble yourselves and within your heart thank some of these 
people we'll honor on Memorial Sunday. If somewhere alondq the 
way a little girl apneaees whe looks like nobody else in the 
family remember the little Dutch maiden who married Daniel 
McWilliams. | 

I wish everybody everywhere could have know Mamie Holmes 
McWilliams. [t's hard to think of all the goodness she scattered 
around,all the kind words she spoke, all the neople she encouraded. 
She is the only verson pire everv known who wished she could live 
her life over so she could do more for her Lord. 

She lived joyously. When she gathered her vegetables for the 
day she stuck a flower in her hair, long hair, and left it there 
until she redressed for ene afternoon. She laughed and loved and 
gave. Her generousity and unselfishness on occasions made vana 
wonder a she wWaS going to give it all awav. As an . older person 
sua more forgetful she often wrote two checks for. her preacher, One 
She put in for Sunday school, another for church. Nelson who 
ushered often took one out, protecting the familv, 

Mama made a paaeies: a verv good’ one. I should know because 


I sat at the dining room table until all our homework assianments 


She first went to a little community School where She studied 


the Blueback speller, McGuffy reader and Stone-Mills arithmetic, 


surrounded by age-old cedars, I can just see Mama coming throudh 
the door, her face bright with learning, To her everything was a 


-PYriviledge. 


After finishing at the Cooner Institute she went to M.S.c.w. 
It was called I.I. and C., Industrial] Institute and Colleae, nie) 


those days. She learned well ang tor.4 lifetime. In the last 


i a 


jf’ another letter: never came and even to this day I find myself 
# 


wishing I'd find one in the mailbox. 


’ 


\- 
‘Grandpa John Holmes believed in educationwhich is manifested 


i 


bel hay effort to educate his familv, three girls, four boys. Uncle 


Will, Dr. W.W. Holmes, Methodist Minister in New Orleans, finished 


at Vanderbilt, Aunt Ethel Holmes McCoy graduated from Sonvhie 


Newcomb in New Orleans. Mama and Uncle Ed, I've mentioned. Uncle 


Henry and Uncle Bill to Coover Institute, I think. I'm not sure 


about Aunt Annie, who had the cutest laugh. one would ever want to 
hear, Married youn;. Mama said she always had a beau. 

Grandpa John Holmes himself was a scholarly man, countv tax- 
assor for twenty-four years. It was said that he kept one of the 
Sueeese sets of Goeke in the state. In fact, when I was a opal aad 
he had published a small book on taxes and it was in a nearbv 


library. 


Grandpa Holmes was the head of the house. His sons, laraer 


than he, knew to obey. There were rules set un for svecial 


conduct on Sundavs, one was no swimming. The old swimminad hole 


was strictly off limits. But one Sunday afteroon it was just too 


ROt. 


That night as was customary they all came for familv oraver 
and each knelt by his chair. Grandva emvhagized in his vraver the 
importance of showing reverence for the Sabbath and asked God to 
move any person to confess who might even have entertained a 


thought of breaking a commandment, not a chirn. The culprit 


figured what Grandpa didn't know wouldn't hurt him, but Grandna 


did know. 
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Mama told me this and I wish she had told me more. I wish I 


had asked because as a person grows older he looks back and every 
memory is sweet and precious. You'll do that too. 

The next day when they had all put it out .of mind, Grandpa. - 
called them in, dismissed the innocent and punished the guilty, 
Everybody puzzled as to’ how he knew. Years later he quietly 
answered, "You were aeneceeound the ears." I'm sure most of us have 
at times been damp around the ears one way or dno Hee. 

I am writing ag I remember with little thought to the rules. 
All my life I've seen names, dates of birth, dates of death and I 
wanted more. We all live and die. One little eee interest storv 
may give you a glimvose into the character, life-stvle, ambitions, 
jovs and sorrows of those who went before. Both Grandma Rae and 
Grandma Anna Wooten McWilliams were widows for vears. The?¥ knew 
about sorrow. 

Grandpa John eines was a son of Burwell Holmes and Mary Duke 
Crawford Holmes as was the "Kemner Countv Rebel." There’ were 
other children. Burwell Holmes owned land in Wrat is eaied the 
Kipling Community. He worked the land with slaves and bv all 
accounts was a successful “farmer. 

Since there ie much interest in the Civil “ar at this time 
and why it was fought, I shall mention any reference to it as it 
becomes part of our family history. 

Several months ago I went to Rush eeneeeeys which will be on 

your walk, purposely to go > the grave of a "Holmes Negro” just as 

Dr. Allen Dennis had gone while writing "Kemper Countv Rebel", 

tt makes it all more real. Why I ta not gone to the Black cemeterv 
“aireetly behind and outside the fence of the White cemeterv in manv 
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if oo 
fo Many years, I do not know. 
I looked around with a feeling of being in alien territory. 


There were several small markers and several rocks used as markers. 


I stood still. The wind blew a piece of paver across mv feet. 


“ A dove gave a plaintive call in the nearby woods. Where was She, 


the person mama had called a "Holmes Negro?" TI couldn't quite 
recall her name even though I faintly remembered a neat, soft- 
spoken, kind person. 

'I saw other names that I recognized. Two families. Gale and 
Boyd. They were not connected with the Holmes family but had 
worked for papa during my growing up years. Time > stood still 
as I remembered John Boyd and his slow-talking bovs. Thev could 
Just aeyed say it. 

The Gales were good workers as papa would Sav. One I 
particularly remembered, Bunk Gale. Mama did not drive 8 
“Driving Miss Mamie" became his job. He, however, had no chauffetir's 
uniform, and he was black as midnight, but vana trusted him. He 
moved away after papa's death, but it was renorted that he had asked 
to be brought back as nearly as possible to Jim McWilliam's land 

to be buried and there he was,and I was glad. | 

As I stood there and gathered mv thoughts, a question came to 
me, what had their lives been like? I felt vensive as I moved 
in search of snothes grave and found it very cess to the White 
cemetery. The Holmes Negro's grave with her husband's was closed 
in with the best of fencing. I could not open the gate because of 
the mass of heavy growth, but it had dignity which ovleased me. 
Esther,as always, helped me out by going to the cemeterv and 


copying her name from the stone. The "Holmes Negro" was Martha 


Hoimes and she married General Scott, a Baptist Minister. Thev had 


oe 


who is I don't know where, Whv so much 


interest in one grave? Martha Holmes represented an imoortant 
era in the life of our ancestors. . 

I returned to Rusti Cemetery where Al was waiting, mv heart 
and mind was on a Derson who was not there, - 

The following information comes from records in the Archives 
and History in Washington, D.c. gathered by Louise Holmes. 
| Robert Mastin Holmes was the oldest son of Burwell Holmes, 
He was seventeen years old in 1861 when he went into the Civil War, 
He was captured and carried aS a mrisoner to Louisville, 

Kentucky, in 1863, and later eaneeeuesa to Sais Doudlas near 
Chicago. He died of acute disentaryv in 1864 and was buried in 
‘Chicago city cemetery, Grave 1209, 

In the last few months of his life Robert kent a dailv diarv 
which he sent home by his’ Uncle William Rush. Many manv vears 
later Uncle Bill Holmes found it in the attic of the former home 
of John fea He gave it to his grandson who showed it to his 
history professor, Dr. Allen Dennis. Thus "Kemner eons Rebel” 
was added to the list of reading for history students at Delta 
State Universitv. Dr. Allen Said he develoved the diarv because 
it showed another side to the Civil War, not the qloryv of a 
battle won but a day to day existance of lénetiaeds and 
homesickness, 

A few years ago Jimmv Mc Williams menees Chicago to stand 
by the grace ae his great; great uncle number 12nn, There were no 
graves there. All the bones had been thrown into a common qrave 


to make room for improvements. Why do I report this? He was nart 


of my family, your family, and we want his bones back in Rush 
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¥ Cemetery where they belong. The Civil War had vierced the heart 
of a good family. If not for the tragedy some of Robert Holmes's 
family would probably be on our Memorial Dav walk. 

John Holmes married Frances Jane Rae from near Gainsville, 
Alabama. Grandma wae an pea lady, tall, long straight black 
hair vulled back in a bun, lovely skin and soft gray eves. 

She was a wee practical lady, a bit away from Grandna's interest 
in scholarly things. Her talents lay in her domestic skills. When 
she decided to make a eae invisible with her darning. she did. 

She was a Christian eee who could stay on her knees longer 
than arbody I've evers’ known. On a cold winter's night I loved to 
Sleep with her in that feather bed. Oftenn I went to sleer befnres 
she got off her knees. Grandma had definite ideas about what 
constituted a lady. As we grew un the rules grew eeNgHee: A ladv 
did not cross her legs at the knee but at the anieice: Alwavs as we 
went out she'd say " Remember who you are." 

Grandma Holmes's mother was a Newton who Married a Rae, Ladin not 
nave the privilege of knowing her but I have great resnect for her 
because she, like many women of that time raised ieee families» 
alone. 

I do see her pictures every day, totallv bv accident. I 
didn't know there was a picture. However, a long time ago I did 
ao looking for nicture frames in the Holmes attic, we were decorating 
a hundred year old house with antiques and I’ needed shadow hox 
frames. 

Christine, kind as always, told me that I could have anvthinag 


that I found. I came down stairs with two pictures, one of 
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Grandpa Holmes and one of his mother-in-law, Grandma Rae. 


The next morning when I started to remove the PLCture, 1 
glanced at Grandma Rae and I oa stopped. She was looking 
over her TEE ler hate teases as if to say, "How dare vou!" 

Both of the pictures have been on my den wall for vears. Mavbe 
I should sayy to any person who attempts to take Grandma Rae's 
Dicture from that frame "Forget it, she knows where she belonds. 

- We have very little definite information about the Rae 
eanday but we do have a few facts on the Newton Family taken from 
Pioneer Families of Sumpter Countv, Alabama. 

Richard Newton was born Ries 1780 and died July 1878. He 
-fought in the war of 1812. He was of English descent and is said to 
be of ae Isaac Newton line. All of the Newton bovs fought in thie 
Civil War and three never returned, one died soon after the war from 
wounds received in battle. From Gone with the Wind they would 
call it another contribution to the cause from our familv. 

| The Little Church, Pleasant Ridge, Will: be: ah immortant cee. 

on our walk. I= was founded by Reverend Mastin Nuke Crawford, a 
distinguished pioneer and local Methodist Minister. He realized 
that a church had to be built. so he gave his efforts, his time, 

his talents and his money. A small log church was built woven was 
also used as a school house. Later the log structure was renlaceé, 
Pleasant Ridge nae became a member of the Alabama Conference in 
1843. As reported by the Honorable John T. Gewin, editor of the 
local paper and a relative of the Reverend Crawford, vou will see in 


the vestibule of the church a Dicture of him as a voung man and 


a Picture of Mamie Holmes McWilliams, mv mother. who is a niece of 
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the founder and a lifetime member of the Little Church. 


When I was a girl there was no kitchen annex. Two doors 
opened from the front. The men went in from the left and the 
women from the right. The children went in and sat with their 
mothers. There were no nadded news, no carnet, no air-condition. 
bina saa aaey years past there had been a balcony of sorts where 
the wees eae The ceiling has been lowered. 

The dengesaneion- ea ouee few comforts yet Editor Gewin in 
his report said that many great and noble veonle had worshinned 
here. 

The Reverend Mastin Crawford with his familv came to Kemper 
‘County around the year 1837. He was married to Charlotte 
Covington who vrobably gave us a faint claim to nohilitv. She 
was a descendant of Charlemayne, Sianise ene Great. The 
Reverend Crawford bought much land in the area from the old 
Rush home away to Flat Creek for $12.59 an ete... It is renorted 
that he was the first person to be buried at Rush Cemetery. 

Rush Cemetery has a special vlace in the hearts of the 
Holmes Family. There you will see graves of Grace and Lake, 
Nelson, Grandva and Grandma Holmes, Uncle Henry and Aunt Lena, 
Aunt Annie and Uncle Frank ana a senbee of Holmes Ancestors. 
Other fine families are Rushes aH@ Gewins and our dear cousin 
Sam Davis Stennis. 

I've been in the cemeterv in the earlv morning with mama 
and also at near twilight with mama. Alwavs there was a sweet 
quietness almost as if in resvect, all but one time. 


On a moonlit night many vears ago, a group of us voungd neonle 


decided to bravely visit the cemetery, all excent anes and 
Engene who flatly declared thev didn't want to qo. We walked 
eran and with much laughter down the little dirt road. 
Christine joined us with poncorn balls which made her doublv 
sprained: About half the wav un the road to the cemetery 
Christine decided 5 Gees the sack with our descent along the 
way. so she just stevoned off the road and put the sack behind 
a tree. 

| We grew quieter as we neared the cemetery. It was a new 
exverience and a bit daring. We unlatched the gate and with a 
little whisper here and there edged in. Slowly somethiad bia 
and nae raised un and flonved cel the air. Our hair sorta 
stood on ends wntil we realized it was James and Fuacene. 

We staved only a few minutes before starting back toward 
the sGucoen bale and home. At the snot we watched as 
Christine reached for the sack that wasn't there. We made a 
search in the moonlight. It wasn't there. "“e made : search in 
the daylight, it wasn't there. Can this mvsterv be solved? 

As I remember all this, I at 82, wish that just one more 
time I could sit on the front norch after sunnver with mama 
- softly talking and pana smoking his vine and listen to the 

volaintive calls of the doves and whip~noor-wills in the 
vicinity of Rush Cemetery. 
The combination of Holmes-McWilliams traits was a good one 


in my opinion. In our home mama brought the sweetness and 


beauty, and pana brought discipline and securitv. He was twelve 


years older than mama and just adored her, and she in turn 
supported him completely. In all my vears I never heard them 


fuss. Our lives as children were nleasantlv serene until mama 


-/5.- 


Pat 


_ 


said to one of us, usually me, "You tell your father what vou've 


done." 

I do not have as much information or as many stories on the 
McWilliams family as I did for the Holmes family. As children 
we lived near Grandma: Uncle Henrv, Aunt Lena and Christine, 
Aunt Lena could cook the best breakfast eggs I've ever eaten and 
Grandma told story after story when begged. 

The McWilliams, that I remember during mv qrowing uD vears, 
were not . especially educated but were wise and vractical, 
ieee and honest. Their ond was their bond. ThHev were proud 
of their family name almost to the point of being arrogant, 

Papa was. "That boy that was hanging around here last night, 
who is his daddy?" We were made conscious earlv on that we were 
Holmes-McWilliams and we had a place. . This was nana. “Mama 

Saw so little fault ain anvbodv that she at times was too 
charitable. Once when I was a college girl she was telling me 
how pretty a little girl in the community was. With mY accuired 
college sophistication I said "Now, mama, vou know that little 
girl is not pretty." She insisted. So I finally said, "Miss 
Mamie, how can you honestlv say that little girl is prettv?" 
Then she softly said, "Well, she is Cleans’ Witn nak Ki 

agreed. 

The following information came from a familv record 
written by Svbil McWilliams Thomvoson May 18, 1987. 

From ‘the year 987 A.D. surnames became auite common. 
Formerly ee but nmroner names were used. Surnames were added 
sd mark of distinction, This was generaliv en from some 
personal quality. 


There is a legend that tells of the men who fought 
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for William the Conqueror in England. They were called "William's 


Men." Their sons were called McWilliams (son of William). 

Three brothers, David, Daniel and Joel McWilliams came from 
England to Wales. Then they eame to America from Holland. 
While in Holland Daniel married a Dutch girl, Anna “Wooten. mv 
great grandfather and great grandmother, When the brothers 707°) -+7 
arrived in the United States, one brother went east, one west, 
-and one south. Daniel and Anna Wooten came to Alabama. There 
is a small town in Alabama named McWilliams. It is now in 
Wileox County near the Monroe County line. | 

Anna Wooten McWilliams (1782-1848) came to Mississipnni 
een Monroe County, Alabama, in the autumn of 1832. Daniel had 
died, and she was left with ten ena iaeen: She is the mother 

of the McWilliams family in this area and their ieeeenes. 
She is buried at Blackwater Cemetery which is on the walk. 
Blackwater is an Indian name. 

T nOee everyvbodv on the walk will stand by Anna “ooten 
McWilliams's grave with gratitude and respect for the creat 
contribution she has made. In my ODinion recognition is lona 
past due for this lady,and the simole little marker does not 
represent the harvest. I can't imagine the hardship she 
encounted as’she struggled to raise ten children without 
their father, Daniel. As of this moment ng beieaud she, one 
lovely Tees pueen girl, would be vroud of her McWilliams 
Family. Thev have honored the name. McWilliamses are not 


lazy! 
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Anna's children born from 1798-1829, were Elizabeth, Anna, 


John, Daniel Wooten, Joel, Mary, Margaret, James Manoah, David,. 


, Daniel Eliah. 

My grandfather was James Manoah, a biblical name and one 
not often heard. I remember him only faintly. In figuring 
our ages I was just a little over three and he was near 9f. In 
this moment of remembrance he was sitting motionless, left-front 
of the fireplace with a fire burning low. Both his hair and 
peaea were snow white and long and to me, a child, he could 


have been Santa Claus out of costume. Revorts show that he was 


a good christian citizen and provider. The record also shows 


that he was captured at the Battle of Vicksburgq Julv 4, 1963 
at the approximate age of 47, 
He had married Rebecca Carolvn Cullum. We regret that we 


have no record of the Cullum familv. I do remember that she 


was a true pioneer ladv who knew how to can, nreserve, make 


tomengs in a black vot, and scrub. She scrubbed evervthina. 


She was willowv tall with grav eves and curly grav hair. Her 
dresses, always dark, touched the floor. and I often wondered 
how many petticoats whe was enduring on a hot Mississinni 
summer's day. 

‘ Here again was a family touched by the Sis Wes a wife. 
There were 8 in nava's family, Elizabeth McWilliams Sordon, 
Dora McWilliams Severance, Svlvester McWilliams, Mattie 
McWilliams McLelland. Emma Mctilliams McCoy, Mary Mc™S i liams 
McCoy, Julia McWilliams Severance. James Manoah McWilliams, 


tiy “father. . 
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Papa had very fine Sisters but had Only one brother as vou 


can see. He was a chipper little man with a classy trimmed 
mustache. It was Surprising that the men in vava's immediate 
family were small men, wiry reallv with no stoov even through 
very old age. 
Papa's Reena cousin Walter, was the one we eiew best. 
Well noe 90 he ava golf and did the ehenas that much 
younger men found to be a challenge. We were all very fond of 
him. On one of my trins home I decided to run by to see him. 
It was Sunday and he was on the norch readv for church, = 
kissed him on the Cheek. When I “reachéd’ “to “wine off the 
Lipstick, he stopped me, 7 reminded him that he was on the 
way to church. With a twinkle in his eves he said "Well, let em 
guess." 
True McWilliamses never lose their minds. Thev can come 
out of a-coma and talk with sense. As cousin Walter was 
needee Couss the centurv mark, I learned that he was in the 
hospital. I went over to see him, tinned in whisnerina. When 
I asked how Head they shook their heads Sadly. I stood at the 
foot of the bed remembering how much he and his familv had meant 
to me through mv growing uo vears. As I looked, I saw his 
 @yelids flutter, he opened his eyes slowly, looking straight at 
me and asked, "Lois, When did you come?" 
ances were Methodist-Methodist and the Mc™illiamses 
were Bantist-Baptist and never the creeds shall meet. We 


children were well churchéd as we went to each church on an 
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appointed Sunday. We enjcyved both churches, but I was 


always very sensitive to mama's feelings. 
Once after an argument over baptism and closed. communion, 


mama cried, and I went outside, hid behind an althea bush and 


cried too. I shouldn't have listened. The others didn't, but 


I've always listened and still do. It came naturallv from one 


of those ancestors, 


In time the arguments softened. Baptism was not so 


important anymore. Many years after mama's death a groun of womer 


at Blackwater Bavtist Church named their circle "The Mamie 


McWilliams Circle. after a life-long Methodist. 


When I was a girl, a wee girl, Blackwater Bantist Church 


was a definite part of our lives. Mavbe Five or six miles awav. 


We'd get into the surrey with the fringe on tov and start out 
early oe some gathering at the church or a visit with some 
relative. Mama believed in being on time. The David Mc™illiams 
Family lived in that communityv and thev were verv soe sG to 
pana. Then too he was born and reared in that communitv. Some 
of mama's dearest friends were from the McWilliams Family. 
Cousin Ruby Stennis, te Lela McWilliams McCoy, and Cousin 
Lennie McWilliams. 

A lovely brick building now stands where a wooden structure 
once stood. There are nany memories but none more vivid than 
sinners coming forward to confess. As a child that excited me 
particularly if someone wept. One dav during the revival week 
I heard papa say that the visiting preacher was going after 
somebody. I was listening hard, but I didn't quite hear. 


Anyway I couldn't wait to see who. But about that time mama 


suggested my staying outside with James who was a crawling babv. 
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I loved that dra so I agreed. He was in a taylored white 


dress that small hove wore in thos<days. James was easv to 
Sonteen: My only problem was to keep him from crawling off the 
quilt and eating sticks. I was hanoy to be out there until the 
music started and I remembered the preacher was going after 
somebody, Papa had said so, I grabbed James up, went in 
through enaeeae door and threw him in mama's lap ana took my 
seat and waited, To this day I know the man thev went after. 
He didn’ ie sten forward, but if I had to bet I’d bet he got 
bevond the pearly gate anyway. 

The cemetery could be seen through a window behind the: choir. 
Papa had vicked a burial place under a large Sak near the 
Church. He said from there he could hear the choir. Blackwater 
had a super choir. A younger man in the church had also nicked 
this Spot, papa jokingly settled it with the one who gets there 
first. Some years later when I went home the oak had been cut 
to give room for an extension to the main building, I was sad.°: 
Papa liked the shade. 

I remember at this moment how apnrovriate the seasons were 
for the ending of two Segateeul: taeda. 
Papa was buriedin October his favorite month and season. 
In autumn "The morns are meeker than they were." He liked it 
quiet always. His body was brought home, He loved home. Fven 
the leaves falling gently to the abana that burial dav would 
have vleased him, 

Mama was buried on Easter Sunday. Her body had lain over- 


night in.the Little Church that her ancestors had founded. 
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After a two o'clock prayer service the cortege had wound its 


way through the countryside that she loved all her life to 
Blackwater Baptist Church for a more formal service and to 
lie by her husband, Mr. Jim as she had called him. 

Easter had come late this year and all the world was alive 
as nae Mamie made her last trip. The lovely spring day was so 
indi caeigs of what she loved and how she lived, jovously. 

Blackwater Church was organized and supnorted and gaverned 
by the McWilliams Familv for many years, now there are verv few 
decendants in the church even On Sundav morning, but the manv 
tombstones marked McWilliams tell the Story. There are two 
Holmeses there, mama and Aunt Ethel Holmes McCoy, wife Of bry 
Vernon McCoy, son of Aunt Emma McWilliams Mecoy, dana’ s Sister. 
You see how blood runs deep in this area. All of nana's Familv 
is here. Last time I was there fr found the cemetery in 
beautiful condition. All the tombs had been scrubbed snowy 
white, the grounds Cleaned. 

I learned nner Ken McWilliams, a wealthy business man from 
Covington, Louisiana, and a descendant of Anna Wooten and Daniel 
McWilliams had set uo a fund for the uvkeep of the cemeterv, Ken 
is from the Davia McWilliams branch of the tree. 

Our pee eeuee said Sunday that it's important to make memories 
MECaISS there comes a time when there's little else. At nee 
point I have more memories ae I can relate. My 82 year old 
Writing hand is about to buckle. Two more memories and I wind 
down. 


fn our early childhood days Clvde and. Eugene McCoy were our 
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nearest neighbors. We were not allowed to run through each 
others home. Never impose on someone's vrivacv was a rule 
handed down. 

For fun we met at the roadside, no man's land. There 
were yet no cars and often not a Single vehicle ina dav. If 
you were good you could hit a ball straight down that road. 
Baeetés were fought from bank to bank - it is fun to recall. 

The families would sometimes Visit after supper but not 
often. On a cold sinter's night we'd enjoy a roaring fire in 
the fireplace with ene. wea smoking their nines. At that time 
we had not been warned about the danger of nicotine. 

In summer the elders would sit on the vorch while the 
youngsters took over the yard. One semi-dark night we 
youngsters, six of us, were trving te see how Many times--we 
could run around the house before we had to give up. There 
was a dog running with us by the name of Pup. Pup was the 
cause of my nainful embarrasment. At the back of the house 
waS a post with a bell attached. This round pup got in the 
way ana I ran into the nost hard enough. to rine the bell . 

I was teased eae this fer vears, “I have a serise Of humor but 
i haven't laughed yet. 

The last memory includes Grandma Holmes anda Willie Holmes 
Rush Jones. Each summer Grandma fiadé. a visit t6 her sister's 
£3406 20 miles away. Instead of taking ai buggy soroseccsusees 
She often went to DeKalb six miles awav and Look a Lvttle: ‘train, 
It's Species: name was DeKalb and Western but we alwavs called 
it the Snudy Valley, it had one passenger car. James hung. out 


with @ crowd that managed a special trin from DeKalb to a svecial 
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picture show in Electric Mills. As thev'd turn a sharn curve, 


they'd all stand up and sway with the car, not anxious at all 
about the eaneeedetaae. Anyway Willie Holmes and I were going 
to make the train.trip with Grandma, Willie Holmes had made the 
trip before, but it was my first ride. The conductor knew 
Grandma so he stovned to collect the tickets and staved etare 
since he had the time, we were his only nassengers. 

I remember well Granama introducing me to the conductor 
‘and telling him that it was mv first ride. Then he said, "Well, 
she doesn't act like it." Riqht, I was re eee like I 
owned that train. I did own my seat because vana had naid 
for it. I guess I was showing another inherited trait. 

The second day of the visit Willie ines decided she was 
home-sick and talked ie into being. We spent the week olottina 
some way to get home. My dear cousin suggested that we could 
stay in the devot because we peunaaee want anvhbodyv to know 
that we were not grown-up enough to snend a week awav “rom 
Benes 

This scribble will not mean a thing to some, but it does 
have a bit of historical interest. I started the walk the dav 
of the pepsaaa Gulf War was started Januarv 16, 1991 and 
today is day 20. I have written on mv lanboard in front of 
the television commletely stirred with every movement. Never 
before had I sat on the sideline so to speak and watched a war, 
every flash ana sound was right before me. There was so much 


speed and fury it almost took my breath away. 
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The first day left a nicture 


It has been unsetting too. 


with me, After a bombing « a group of natives et ee ‘int ‘Phe 
.Street. All of them frightened and all of them talking at one 
time. The cameraman caught the face of a eae ets. girl, closed 
in by the crowd and looking un. That face was as Mrettv and 
Sweet as our own little Katie McWilliams. At that moment [I 
whispered a prayer. 

I am proud of what the United States of America can do, 
and yet the hurt I see hurts me. Is it God's will? The 
noted Evangelist, Billy Graham, svent the night in the “Thite 
House before war was declared. He quoted the Scripture, "There 
is a time for peace and a time for war." He believes it is a 
just war. Sioa believe it. A nerson who reads this vears 
from now will have had some recorded historv to define the 
motives and results. 

I do hone that some younaster with mv interest in what 
went before will fing this in an old box or trunk in an attic 
and treasure it as [r would have, mavbe another James McWilliams. 
He read everything and remembered evervthina. 

To the sophisticates out there who might iqnore the value 
Of family pride and loyaltv, let mv eras two years Jive vou 
the answer. - Family love is the greatest Force on this earth. 
Even the simnlist memory should be cherished. Remember William 
Wordsworth said Something like this, "Small services discount 
not one, The daisy by the shadow that it casts nrotects the 
lingering dewdron From ‘he sun." 

I pick un my lavboard, flivo off che Peusiienss temnorarily, 
stand up, lift my eves and sav, "Thank vou Lord, I'm so fortunate 


to be-a Holmes-McWilliams." I love mv family. 


